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SAWNEY BEANE 
ca.1390— 1437 

At twenty, Sawney Beane could no longer bear the simple constraints of civil 
Scotch society and fled Edinburgh mn the company of a churlish woman to the de- 
Solate coast of Galloway. There they remained for twenty-five years,apart From 
tne company and knowledge of their fellow man. Over the years, ee re 
spewed Forth a brutish band of Whelps whose incestuous ranks quickly reached clan- 
nish proportions. The barbarous Crew supported themselves by preying on travel- 
ers of the coastal yoads near their abode. All who passed were murdered, slaughter: 
ed, and eaten. Fate rmally provideda survivor whose grisly tale caused the out- 
vaged King of Scotland to lead an immediate search of the caverne dotting the 
coast of Galloway. the entire Beane clan was taken by a i ma pee cave 
hung with the salted torso and limbs of yecent victims. Taken to Edinburgh 
and there condemned lid the murder of overathousand, the clansmen 
Suffered slow dismemberment by blunt saws while the women and children 
were put to the torch. All died unrepentant, shouting obscene cursesat the 
gathered Throng. NUMBER TWO OF ASERIES + ©1975 by Tim Osborne 
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HATE’S ALL THE RAGE: R. Crumb, 
the objective chronicler of the sixties, has be- 
come the objectionable crank of the seventies. 
He moves beyond despair 
irs MeunoTic eT) ond into hatred in AR- 
: CADE’s lead story_ this 
issue, “Let's Talk Sense 
About This Here Modern 
America.” 

In “It’s Really Too 
Bad” (Despair comics, 
1969) Crumb told us that 
“this modern world . . . is 
not much fun but it’s effi- 
cient, It's neurotic is what 
aa it is!!” Now he percep- 
tively rediagnoses the pa- 
tient and turns in a verdict 
of Terminal Psychosis. 
We'll drink to that!! 


‘ * * 


TRUTH AND CONSEQUENCES: 
Lenny Bruce once said of himself: “Today's 
comic is not doing an act. The audience as- 
sumes he’s telling the truth. What is truth 
today may be a damn lie next week. The 
Truth. When I'm interested in’the truth, it's 
really a truth truth, one hundred per cent. 
And that’s a terrible kind of truth to be inter- 
ested in.” 

Whether in homage to his talent or an ex- 
plc of it, media overkill has distorted 

enny Bruce’s truths into a new lie. Paul 
Krassner, co-author of the Bruce autobiog- 
raphy How To Talk Dirty And Influence 
People, counteracts these lies with some of 
ie own, (see letters) in “Who Killed Lenny 

ruce? 
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BACK TO PINHEAD: “I was in the first 
issue . . . I’m notin the second issue Ae! 
am in the third 4 


Zippy, 
CADIS Resi 
dent Pinhead. 
His 10 page 
misadventure 
by Bill Griffith, 





“A Fool's Paradise Revis- 
ited,” will be the first of many longer stories 
to appear in our pages. Maior pieces by Kim 
Deitch, Art Spiegelman, Spain and Justin 
Green’ are slated for future issues. 


* 8 


BLEEORP! GAGG?: This issue's “Side- 
show” includes Rory Hayes whose work is 
in the grand Primitive Tradition of Henri 
Rousseau (see “A Couch In The Sun,” page 
15) though that might be news to Rory. The 
Editors asked him to “draw us something 
scary.” Bleeorp!! Gagg!!! . . . By the way, 
ARCADE's “Sideshow” is open to unsolic- 
ited contributions from undiscovered gen- 
iuses. Interested geniuses should send a 
stamped, self-addressed envelope for details. 
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A Knockout! Crumb (of course), 
Spiegelman (the man to watch), Har- 
rison Cady (where’s he been all my 
Life) and all that other good stuff! 

Harvey Kurtzman 
Mt. Vernon, N.Y. 


A little art is nice, but sometimes it 
seems there is too much of it. Some- 
times it seems that everyone in the 
world has developed a compulsion to 
foist off their bad ideas on everyone 
else. This is one of the reasons I left 
the city and cancelled my subscriptions 
to everything but ARCADE and the 
Wall Street Journal. 

Jon Buller 
Lyme, Connecticut 


Certainly one of the finest collec- 
tions of comix to appear in a long 
time!! What can I say? From the 
TV Guide with the Zippy cover (Nard 
n’ Pat) to Gilbert Shelton’s 1959 
Cadillac, super!! Please, please, more 
“Griffith Observatory” and “Classics 
Crucified” — more everything! In 
fact, that’s my only suggestion for 
improvement. Go monthly. Yow, even 
nice paper . . . Looking forward to 
a thousand issues!!! 

Dale Lee Coovert 
Dayton, Ohio 





es story FAM aa? 


Top story this time? Easily Green’s 
Shakespeare; let’s see more like ’em. 
Also more Deitch, Shelton, Crumb & 
Moscoso . . . if the Bob Armstrong 
you mention as one of Crumb’s Sere- 
naders is the same one who does 
Mickey Rat, how about some of him 
and Dizzy. 

K. Tannenbaum 
Denver, Colorado 





I liked ARCADE a lot. It looked 
like a lot of time and work had gone 
into it. The first issue wasn’t very 
funny though. Most of the stories had 
intellectual humor and funny asides, 
but only the Nard n’ Pat story was 
really funny. My four year old son was 
very impressed by Pat the Cat’s idea 
of pretending the ceiling was the floor. 
He tries it all the time. 

Patrick Rosenkranz 
Estacada, Oregon 





Impresses four year old 


The one thing I didn’t like about 
the issue was the Krassner piece. | 
wonder now why I used to think his 
stuff was great . . . He’s used the 
“journalistic lie to tell the larger 
truth” gimmick so often that he’s 
forgotten that there even is a larger 
truth, and his writing just seems to be 
a string of journalistic lies. Spain's 
drawings were good of course, but I'd 
much rather see him doing comics. 

My reaction to “Sounds of the Car- 
nival” was quite the opposite. I’d say 
that it was probably what I enjoyed 
most in the issue. Not coincidentally 
it was also the strongest narrative in 
the issue. And by that I mean the 
most traditional narrative. And I'm 
just as happy to see Wilson illustrating 
a story as doing astrip .. . 

A very impressive issue, really!! 

John Benson 
New York, N.Y. 


I can’t give the gang enuff moral 
support. You’ve shown me the light, 
and I reward you with a missive 
packed with accolades. In 15 words 
or less: 

From front to back 
There were no hacks 
and no aesthetic 
heart attacks 
Give my love to Tania, 
Al Greenier 
Montpelier, Vermont — 
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Ir GIVES ME . 
A HEAD-ACHE! = 
H, ek 


of devils 
which ge 








Qyjer’s cook in on SOHN. PUBLIC, + Now I CAN SEE THAT ALL 
THB LITTLE GUY, MR. TAXPAYER, THOSE CRANKS WHO ALWAYS 
AND ASH HIM WHAT HB THINK, mM SAID THE COUNTAY'S GOING TO 

THE DOGS were RIGHTY _ af 


1 THt GOVERNM 
BIZNIZ_ HAS OF 


WHY SHQULID T a mr Sa eine no Ree fees AGO WHY SHOVLONT 1 
TRING T'D® WHATS RIGHT WH e THis WAS A VIRGIN LAND... GRAB SOME KICKS 
A BONCHA FAT CATS ARE RIPPIN IT DON'T TAKE ‘EM LONG TO While 7 CAN &/ EVERY Ne, 
MESS IT OP... ALL Th’ GODDAMN BODY ELSE Ss, 
PIMPS, PANDERERS, PICK- POCKETS a7 
AND PLUTOCRATS 47 


: a]. = EN 
() XIOVS, CONTRIVED MUSIC FoR. 
See ee orceD BRATS OF MODERN ANEALCA]} AND HAVE FUN AND MAKE LOTS OF NOISE? 
; IGRINCT 
nae serge SQM 


* = CAB i 

shin’ RY Coeatey, RSS Se LG 

Our COCAINE” ALL MOOERN POPUAR MUSIC AND 1 HATE MOTURCYCLES, 
CRASEt AD KILI 








GsHKe YOUTH CULTURE” AND 
ALMOST ALL TEEN-AGERS 
MEPRE LAUGHING 

AT ME AGAIN..GOD- 
HERD 


SO WEN 1 TOLD 
HIM “THAT WAS 
OBVIOUSLY A MeETA- 
PHYSICAL (NNUENDO®/ 


GAT CAPITALISTS & ALL 
BIG BUSINESS, NATURALLY? 


“BENBIOLENCE 6 A 
SUBJECT WHICH LIES OUT - 
SOE THE SPHERE OF 

ECONOMIC |, 

PHILOSOPHY, 


CHANTING RADICALS) ¢ - 
SLOGAN CARATING f (GLAD: HANDERS oF ANY 


HAS THe CORRE 

CAL LINE oN THESE FASCST 
OPPRESSORS AND THEIR 

RUNNING DOG LACKENS / 


ASTIC SIGNS 
ss 7: 


Conow Biz. PERSONALITIES 
MASS MEDIA IN_ GENERAL 


ENTE 


I Sima - — 
REEWAYS, TORNPIKES, ODERN ARCHITECTURE 
RUWANS, SKYWAYS ETC. |] €, REAL ESTATE DEVELOPMENT 
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DiSMaNTLE ALL ATOMIC POWER, 
PLANTS AND IMMEDIATELY STOP 
PRODUCTION OF PLUTONIUM! 





QSone THINGS 1‘D MAKE 
Yast UKE RED CHINA ...1'D 
TAKE AL THE JET- SETTERS, 
STOCK BROKERS, FASHION 
DESIGNERS, INTEROR DECQ - 
RATORS, FASHION MODELS, 
PUBLIC RELATIONS EXECUTIVES, 
GOARD CHAIRMEN , AND THEIR, 
WIVES, ALL OF THESE HIGH” 
SOC/ETY PEOPLE». 110 TAKE 
Vem ouT AND MAKE '&M 
WORK IN THE FIELDS HOE ~ 
ING BETWEEN THE ROWS 
FOR A FEW SUMMERS «THEN 

‘> KNOW WHAT LIFE 


1s REALLY ABOUT! 


Wd BRING BACK CRAFTSMAN ~ 
SHIP SQ PEOPLE COULD GETA 


I'M OVER MY HEAD... ITS 

Too DEEP FOR MG... WHAT 

THE HELL DOT KNOW /? 
1M AS CONFUSED AS 
THE NEXT GUY: 


MEN'S 
Uaeaaccon 


oH GOD 7 
FeEL SO HU- 
miiAteo’ T 

DONT THINK THIS 
1s one GIT 

FUNNY 


CORPORATIONS ANO CARTELS 
BROKEN UP... 1° PUT ASP 
To THE DEFENSE INDUSTRY 

AND 10 NATIONALIZE OIL, 
AND... HMM...) WONDER 
IF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE ARE 
READY FOR SOCIALISM P/? 


Gove 
mapsiiauisr 


cx Ong 
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WHAT'S THERE TO EAT 
AROUND THIS JOINT P 


CHINESE 
RESTAURANT / 


1) FEEL MORE 
LiKE Mexican) 
FOOD TONETE 


Tsk! § yust HATE 
THIS ENSEMBLE 
1 HAVE To WEAR 
FOR THI WORK! 


ae FRont 
nana 
7” peor’ 


's (tT ALMOST. 
BREAKTIME TET? 
(i UTTERLT 


(MAUSTER 
SeReADY 


SELF, GUT THEN , \'M A HARD - 
wonkiNcG ARTISTE F 


WHAT AM 1 GETTIN! 
(SELF INTO HERE 2 


(= y 
sh $ M6 5, 
*COURSE, I'VE NEVER DONE IT MY- 


HOW ABOUT THE AGED ? 
WHAT COULD L 00 FOR THEM? 
AND THE MEDICAL PROFES: 
(oN NEEDS DRASTIC REFORM,,, 
How ‘GouT TAX CUTS FOR 
THE SMALL BUSINESSMAN ++ 
Fe HAMATHS 5 GETTING 

COMPUCATED««+ 
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pousH 
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ANTES 
ROVE 
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¢ Eo 
MOTHERS OF 
AMERICA 


TIDOES AMERICA VeARN FoR, 
STRICT DISCIPLINE? ARE THE 
PEOPLE TIRED OF HEDONISM > 
WILL A NeW GREAT "LEADER" 
EMERGE TO TEU US WHAT TO 


DECISIONS 
DECISIONS 


ReTuAN TO THE VAWES 








IAT DOES THE FUTURE (G {HE SCARIEST THING GOING ON 
HOLD FOR AMERICA D> RIGHT NOW OF ALL THE SCARY 
= THINGS (VE HEARDOF 1S. 


~2 a RIP? 
4 : 


(DvPONT CHEMICAL COMPANY 
MAKES HALE OF ALL THE FREON 
USEO (IN AMERICA. A BIG 
QUPONT EXECUTIVE WAS ASKED 
RECENTLY WHAT HE THOUGHT A- 
BOUT THE THREAT TO THE Q2ONE: 


“1 HONE FAITH IN THE \e 
BIOSPHERE ACTING To 
PRESERVE LIFE! 


FREON ALREADY IN THE AIR. 
150,000,0R MORE, PEOPLE 


wi ~GET——— 
SKIN CANCER f 


Dons 1S GEING DONE.,,FREON IS 
ING MANUFACTURED (N GREATER 
QUANTITIES THAN EVER GEFORE.., 
THE AEROSOL CAN MARCHES ON? 


M-MAN@E IT 
WONT HAPPEN? 
MAYBE THEY'LL 
FIND OUT THAT 
Thev WERE ALL 


E@ |S 0 FAR 
GONE THAT ALL 
ORGANIC LIFE 
Gets TOTALLY 
SCREWED UPS 


5. 
(Yes, au UFE ON EARTH IS GA GONH OF SCENTISTS HAVE 
Naw THREATENED WITH EX- STATED THAT IF THEY DON'T 
TINCTION GY UNDERARM DEO -— STOP PRODUCING “FREON” IN 
Meee, sremtrainr aio | SMYANS ITS ALL OVER 
GtHer compuerery Neeoess| OY WE YEAR 200028 
PROOVCTS (N AEROSOL 


He HAS FAITH 
E 1. GIOSPHERE 





Na, THERE'S Mi 
Tat THAN THAN 
ATS TS 
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ys 
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SORE THERE 1S 
U'L BUDDY T- 
MORROW IS GONNA 
BE A BEAUTIFUL, 

ONLY, 





‘SHELTON Rates THE SSE Soe 
1947 TUCKER 





ADVANCED 


MOTORING TIPS 


RES i Za) : SAN FRANCISCO is nic areca wit THe Most Autos 


















































PER SQUARE FOOT (WwoeSe THAN EITHER MANHATTAN OR TOKYO)- 
THERE 19 ONLY ONE SMALL STREET SIGN 


OF THOSE HAVE BEEN STOLEN. 
INTERSECTIONS ARE ALWAYS FILLED WIT STA 




















1g oe . 
fF SAN FRANCISCO, ATHIZI 
eC Tours, A ELDOM HONK THEIR 

1D To Rous DOWN 





Ee 
BEFORE THE RACE ARE THE BEST, WHEN SPEEDWAY AVENUE PRESENTS 
24-HOUR STREET PARTIES AND WINNEBAGO RACING. See YOU THERE / 


ETHe MOST SCENIC EXPRESSWAY in THe UNITED STATES 
ts THe JUNIPERO SERRA FREEWAY IN SAN MATEO COUNTY, CALIFORNIA 


How DoT KNOW? IT HAS AN OFFICIAL SIGN THAT SAYS So. 


Y ey RS They Now? 


IN THE OFFICES OF "BON TON” MAGAZINE, RICHARD SHLIPIVITZ, B THE NEXT DAY I Cawo! ELSIE PEACHTREE! UNDISPUTED 
FAUTHOR OF THE COLUMN, “WHERE ARE THEY NOW? BRINGS UR WEETHEART OF THE SILENT SCREEN/ WHAT: 
HIS EDITOR GLAD TIDINGS -you HEARD ME RIGHT 7 


y | [2>eCASELSI€ PEACHTREE/ THE TUDO: 
| ty SHE AND HER HUSBAND, c ; i a 





QA NOTCH IN MY BELT 


LARRY FARREL ARE bf y 
brome MEETING ME FOR JE ; If 
AN INTERVIEW 


BUT, WITHIN. THE “TUDOR GRILL, RICHARD 1S <7 = 45 MINUTES LATER leq <P, 
GREETED BY LARRY FARREL ALONE st Pi I WAS BETRAYED UPON THE ALTAIS 


PIVITZ I PRESUME? 


ER 1S 
MISS PEACHTREE IN THE 
OH POWDER 








THERE'S JUST ONE OTHER 
fet ARCA ('0 LIKE TO GET INTO. 


YES, (M_AFRAID IT IS OF COURSE THEY WERE ALL 
HAD OUITE A REPUTATION AS A_Y@ a =) 4 HE iN THOSE DAYS, 
Van } PRACTICAL JOKER, >, W 


ME IT WAS 
Yy 














DIFFERENT, 
— 














[ONE THAT COMES IMMEDIATLY TO MIND OCCURED IN 1924 
AT A TESTIMONIAL DINNER FOR AL JOLSON, WHICH WAS 
ATTENDED BY PRESIDENT CALVIN COOLIDGE 
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gBUT HE SURE MADE A BIG NOISE WHEN HE SAT 
DOWN ON AN INVENTION QF MINE) 








NEGLECTED 
To PATENT. 


I_ NEVER 
HEARD ABOUT 





WHY BY Now 
VD BEA 
YES IT WAS 
{J COMPLETELY 





BUT T DIGRESS; LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT 
THE RECEPTION MARION DAVIES GAVE VISIT-| 
ING PLAYWRIGHT GEORGE BERNARD SHAW IN 1931 

















SHE EVER INVITED ME TO THAT. 
RECEPTION, LL NEVER KNOW 





WHEN SHE LADLED UP SOME OF THOSE 
PROPHYLACTICS {‘D SLIPPED INTO THE 
PUNCH, I SIMPLY COULDNT CONTAIN MYSELF 



































MASTERPIECE 
WAS YET TO COME 











I THEN ENGAGED 61 BALD HEADED MEN TO OCCUR’ SEATS, 


Y THESE 
ND AT GREAT EXPENSE, DRESSED THEM ALL IN WHITE TUXEDOS 
wy 


FIVE ROWS OF 
-POLITAN OPERA HOUSE 





LE MOST GRATIFYING MOMENT OF MY” 
; Ti : 


VE 





























NOTHING DOING/ You 
WERE SENT TO INTERVIEW 
ELSIE PEACHTREE! = 





SROBV im NOT te 
FOOTING ANY 






































On ASA Bar BILLS <emm|| 
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KA Bh FOR You AND 
HO} > A THAT 
SK NEVER Was" Je 































SORRY MR. FARREL, PERHAPS WE. 
¢ h CAN DO iT ANOTHER TIME 
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c 2 Ol 
HINK NOTHING rol 
T_ UNDERSTAND py 
‘ f 


SONS 














ii 
i 


OH WELL, 
I'VE GOT MORE 
THAN ENOUGH 
MATERIAL ON 
LARRY FARREL. 
ANYWAY, 
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IT'S PROBABLY 
ALL FOR THE 
BEST ANYWAY 
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OFFICER! 
ARREST 
THAT MAN! 
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STORY : FOWLTON MEANS, IN COLLABORATION WITH OPAL DENDRITE 
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| AM_ONE OF OUR 
BEST REALIST 
PRINTERS # 


3 ‘a ae ENTERS . 
BORN IN 6, \ / 
ps a K : 2 Sher! Tote SERVICE Ais 
") 


MARRIES 
iy amin 


HEl-Lo. HOW 00 you THE emi Rrovreary STORY 


AL-FRED JAR-RY... WITH THESE CALIPERS $0 THAT IN MAKING 
A FRIEND OF HEN-R/ ae rare d, oF Aoneee Parmmeney” 
ROU-$5EAU'S. | WAS é fatoee 
WE WERE PALS. IN - . 
PARIS. & LONG TIME Z 
AGO. RAF-A-TAT-TATL 

LISTEN TO 

THIS... 


GUILLAUME 
APO INANE, 


(M TELLING YOU,Y MAY / OFFER WE ARE THE TWO 
SSEQU WAS A | GAYOIN, THe DiFE-) MY ARTISTIC pre eT ee 
BULLE WHO THOUGHT] [CULTIES IN. OB— ( CONNECTIONS TO ERA, YOU IN EGYPTIAN 

rch 0 bah reid eee: STYLE,AND | IN Map- 
TE CHINA -SHOP.. A -SHEY MAY ~ A ERN STYLE #/ 

A PRIMI-TIVE rs 

Wito GAVE AD- 

VICE FREELY 

To THE MOST 

AD-VANCED AR- 
TISTS % WIS TIME 

“LIKE DEGAS.. 





\ HAD JUST QUIT. THE 
-CAD- E-MY IN 134% 


FIN WHAT TYPE OF 
BUSINESS AIZE YOU 
ENGAGED, M. JARRY 7? 





KET ONG DAY.. HE 
WAS TALK -ING TO 
HIM-SELF, SO WAS | 





“M. ROUSSEAU PAINTS 
ME WITH HIS FEET WITH 
VIEWS Tomoggow 415 EYES CLOSED”, 
AT THE CAFE {7 


on 


EACH YEAR HEN-RI [la HA HALAS TREES THE FOOL MUST HAVE 
WOULD DE-LIV-ER His AEN CAST WO SHADOWS }| GEEN\NA DRUG STUPOR 
PAIN-TINGS TO THE aNe THOUGH IT 1s WOON. TO CONCEWE OF SUCH 
SALON IN A GAKER’ f 1LLOGICAL PERSPECTIVE’ 
CART... He GE-CAME $ 


AN ANN-U- AL 
CAUGH-ING §: 





AGouT LIKG A MAS~-COT, HE PER-5/5-TED. HE WAS IN 
IN-SPIPZED .. HE SAID HISDEAD WIFE GU\D-ED HIS BRUSH.- ¥ INTHE ROLE CE A Sent ENED UW-OCE, 


SCENE -- (20U-SSEAU'S ANSWER WAS D/-REC: 


YOU SHOULDN'T GE SURPRISED 
# TO FIND A COUCH OUT IN THE 
VIRGIN FOREST..YOU UNDEIe- 
STAND -- THE COUCH |S IN HER 
ROOM , THE REST 
E \S IN 4 OREAM.Y, 


ia UT HE WAS $TUB-BORN THOUGH THE WORLD 7055ED iM fF OME Puzzcen cait-\c ASKED Him WHY, 







A covey ene, {| 
LiKE WGRES ANO PUT HER ON A COUCH! THANK YoU, 
x YOSEPHINE /? 















































AS HE GoT OLDER, 
HIS DAYS BLURRED 
IN-TO ONE AN-OTHER.. 
.- HE PAIN-TED IN, 
A TRANCE- LIKE 
ST/LL-NESS FROM 
MORN-ING TO NIGHT. 





--HE LIVED ALONE 
IN A TLNY ROOBS 

AMONG HIS CANVASES, 
PRO-DU-CING PIC-TURE 





-. OTHERS FoR 


— “THAT 1S UFE” 
HE SAID .-- 








AFTER PIC-TURE.. AT TIMES HE 
SOME WENT TO WOULD DOZE OFF 
PAY GROCERS BILLS... IN THE Mi0-DLE 
OFA CINE .-- 
SISNEC IES 2 





LEINDRY D2 OILS. 














THIS PLAC-1D SUR-FACE, 
HOWENER WAS OF TEN 
O/$-TURBED BY Mo-MENTS 


OF FRIGHT-FUL ANX-I-E-TY..D 


AS WHEN HE Pok-TRAYED 


FAN-TAS-TIC SUB-ECTS.. 


URATELY SINCE IT |S SOPOPULAR WITH 


[THE PUBLIC =~ 














--.WHY DO | TREM~ 


BLE 5022. AM ONLY 


MAKING THE IMAGE 
OF A CEOPARD.. 


BUF, THE BEAST (5 ATTACKING 
OR NATIVE De 
Ese Whe 5 


OOW Bi 
DEVOURED BY 17 5 Sreové Saws! 


ACA 
By THE PH/LOTECHIVIC 
ASSOCIATION FOR MY gt 
WORK IN TEACHING - 





GENS 





~-ONLY TO A-WAKE 
ON-PER-TURBED 
-ANO START A-GAIN 


THE F/G-URES HE 
PAIN-TED IN AN 
ETERNAL SUNDAY. 
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Hey, ROUSSEAU 7 Y 
(6 \T THE TIME 

FOR Youre PAINTING 

CLASS TO BEGINI?, 









{Wen-r KNEW tHe AWARD = 
WAS GIVEN TO Him AN/S~ ° 
TAK-EN-LY NET, HE Dis-PLAVED 
IT PRouD-Ly ALL HIS LIFE.-- 
-WHEN HE GAVE HIS WELL- 
AT-TEN-0€0 "/NFORMAL & AR- 
TIS -TIC" SO\REES GACH SAT- 
UR-DAY NIGHT. HE GREET-ED 

HS GUESTS \NEAR-ING A 
LITTLE ALMES ACADEMIQUES 
CAPEL BUTTON... 


AH, MADAME EPINAL /!\ AM PLEASED 
YOU COULD COME..HERE IS YOUre 
YOUR CHAIR \5 AISLE 3, GEAT 7" 


























Si 
PRINTED AN AO 


HE RECITE 
+ ) FOR HIS CLASSES, 


POETRY 





NOw THAT EVERYOME 15 
SEATED | WILL PLAY A LITTLE 
PIECE ON THE FIDDLE EN- 
TITLED “THE BABY'S POLKA'# 


WO..\ CANNOT GO ON. 
\T (5 THE AMAT 
MY WIFES DEATH... | 





P TELL You PICASSO, LOOK! AE DANCES HENRIM WHY 0O -- BECAUSE | AM 
THESE SIMPLE AFFAIRS FAR TO THE PORTRAIT OF YOU CRY IE YOU OVERCOME 
OUTSHINE THAT FARCE OF HIS BELOVED JOSEPHINE: ARE SO HAPPY??, 8Y BEAUTY-- 


A BANQUET YOU GAVE 53 ‘ 
pod 


FoR Rousseau. 


HIS O-B/T-U-AR-Y Z 2 
READ“ THE PAINTER Qs A a 5 Abe ae 
Henri eovssEnd vied Jp 2 WE 30 ¥0e 
LAST WEEK IN PARIS, Ii] é A LF 
A RGTIZED EmPlovee’ f~ ae FISH -ING « 
OF THE TOLL SERVICE " 

WHO, FOR MANY YEARS 
EXHIBITED AT THE SALONS fl IC 
PAINTINGS WHOSE NAIVE 5 
COMPOSITION WON HIM A 
CERTAIN MO-TOR-1-E-TY: F- ’ 










































































































































































Boe ie 4s 
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Bob Hope and the Pope have 
two things in common. Each one 
calls himself we, and they both 
leave the Johnny Carson show 
early. 

Tony Randall is guest host — 
apparently a new priestly rank in 
the TV talk show hierarchy — on 
the Mike Douglas show. “What 
does it feel like,” he asks Bob 
Hope, “to work with Ann-Marga- 
ret?” 





I have to remind myself why 
I’m watching this farce. Although 
I’m an atheist, my game is to make 
every moment a religious experi- 
ence, but this particular program 
presents an unusual challenge to 
that paradox. 

However, I’m waiting for the 
first network television appear- 
ance of nineteen-year-old Kitty 
Bruce, who will be branded as 
LENNY’S DAUGHTER by white 


14.52 then the 
Chinese waiter said 
“Oh,wall, you betta 

f 





block letters superimposed on the 
screen, just the way items are 
identified in Dick Tracy. 

I met her once, nine years ago, 
when LENNY’S MOTHER, who 
brought her up, brought her over 
to LENNY’S HOUSE in Los An- 
geles. He and Kitty took a shower 
together in LENNY’S BATH- 
ROOM. He didn’t want her to 
grow up thinking the human body 
was dirty. 





Tony Randall says he would 
never play a nude scene because 
he’s afraid the audience would 
laugh at the wrong time. Bob 
Hope leaves early to play a round 
of golf with the Pope. 

Once in Chicago, a few of us 
were driving around and stopped 
the car in front of a Religious Noy- 
elties store. Lenny got out and 
purchased a framed portrait of 


John XXIII, the first Pope in- 


history to smoke cigarettes. 
“J just know I could make him 
laugh,” Lenny said. 


We drove past a Catholic school 
and stopped again. Lenny beck- 
oned toward a couple of little girls 
standing around in their parochial 
uniforms. “Hey, c’mere a minute 
—I got the real thing in here.” 

They approached the car, he 
opened the door, whipped out the 
painting of the Pope and flashed 
it like some kind of religious exhi- 
bitionist. Lenny was right; Pope 
John would’ve laughed at that, 
one of those hoarse laughs that 
people develop from smoking too 
many cigarettes. 





“T believe that drug addiction 
is a sickness,” Kitty Bruce says 
on the Mike Douglas show, ex- 
plaining why she has no hostility 
toward her mother, who, she con- 
tends, was actually an addict, 
whereas her father was merely a 
user. 

She resents that scene in the 
film Lenny where Dustin Hoffman 
pretends to be her father and 
shows up late for a performance 
because he is zonked out on dope, 
wearing one shoe and a raincoat. 


“VIA A PRISQNER 
{Nw & GODDAMN: 
& movies” 


“He was always on time, and he 
always did his shows,” she insists. 
“He was too vain and too much 
of a ham.” 

Tony Randall complains, “He 
had lost his funniness.” 

Kitty counters, “He didn’t want 
to be funny.” 

Tony blusters, “We had paid 
our money to see a comic!” 


They show a film clip of Dustin 
Hoffman shouting (bleeped out 
for television) obscenities in court. 





euT 
vuoce, ALL SY 
T SAID WAS 
Ode CUNT 
NIGGER BARI 





YOUNG man, 
TM WARNING You 
FOR THE LAST 


Lenny never did that in real life, 
though. 

Now, the same people who 
bought the record of Diana Ross 
singing Billie Holiday’s songs are 
buying the record of Dustin Hoff- 
man taking Lenny Bruce’s lines 
out of context. In Lenny, we never 
see the L.A. police propping his 
murdered body up on the toilet. 
But Dustin Hoffman did not kill 
Lenny Bruce all by himself. That’s 
just another phony single-assassin 


cover story. ‘ef 
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1 SAT ON THAT LADDER LAST 


*Y SEEMS TOME 
WEEK! THE SAME LADDER! 


a THATS RIGHT! THAT WAS. 
WEDNESDAY MORNING... 
aia at 








WELL... THERES OLD EDGAR SITTING 

ON THE LADDER OVER THERE! 

HEE HEE HEE ) / BY GOSH, THAT IS. HA HA HA HA HA 
HEE HEE EDGAR ON THAT THATS EDGAR 
LADDER OVER THERE... ALL RIGHT... 





| REMEMBER...! BUILT THIS 
LADDER JUST LAST JANUARY... 


LADDER... 
IT ISA STRONG 
LADDER... 


THAT IS A THATS RIGHT! THAT 
= LADDERS STRONG AND GOOD! BY GOD THAT 
LADDER IS STRONG! 
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S\ OH, ITS GOOD... - 


WE SHOULD BE THANKFUL... 
AND PRAISE JESUS FOR 
GOOD ONG LADDERS... 


ER... EDGAR 
BUILT THAT HENHOUSE YESSIR, THIS IS A FINE PLACE, 
YUST A YEAR AGO APRIL... SOMETHING HAPPENS OUT HERE 
ALMOST EVERY DAY! 
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“GREAT ART IS NOT 
A NARCOTIC. IT 
IS MEANT TO 
STIMULATE 
LIFE NOT 

SUPPRESS IT.”: 


ell, it's like this Mike. I've been working 
for a fellow named Rothstein for the past 
couple of weeks. He’s got an import-export 
place downtown. Rich as they come, this 
Rothstein is. Not a bad sort, though. Pays 
well. Treats you like a gent. Well, I’d been 
making some deliveries for him around 
town this morning and we're having some 
drinks during lunch hour today and he 
says, ‘Casey, do you know where I could 
find a sculptor. I want to have a present made for someone 
and I need me a sculptor.’ So naturally you come to mind and 
T says, ‘Mr. Rothstein, I know me a sculptor and a damn ace, 
too.” Why his statutes has been shown in all kind of mu- 
seums F 

“Just one piece, one time, in one gallery.” Michael cursed 
himself for having revealed this to his upstairs neighbor dur- 
ing one of their infrequent conversations. 

“I know it, Mike. But I fig’gerd it wouldn't hurt none to 
build you up some. Anyway, I says, he lives in my own build- 
ing, right beneath me. Well, are you game, Mike? I can tell 
you, he’s no skinflint, this Rothstein.” 

‘The prospect of a job was quite exciting at this moment 
for Michael, his fortunes sagging as they were, and despite 
some intuitive misgivings about becoming involved in art 
work, once again; however seemingly pedestrian the purpose; 
he thought it wise to investigate the opportunity with an eye 











by DAVID COHEN 


©1975 






‘on possibly obtaining some other kind of employment with 
this Rothstein. 

“Tl talk to him.” 

“Good boy, Mike. I got the boss's car parked right down- 
stairs. Now get yourself dressed — no need for a tie or such — 
and I'll meet you out in front of the building. I'm double- 
parked, you know.” 

Michael dressed himself with great haste, in a sudden burst 
of energized ecitement. In so doing, he thought himself silly 
to feel such great anticipation over this simple turn of events. 
But, then again, why shouldn't he get so excitied? Before he 
could figure this out, though, he was fully clothed and locking 
his door. 

He took the stairs two at a time and, opening the front 
door, beheld a tremendous long blue car. He could not discern 
the make of the vehicle, a talent he at one time was quite pro- 
ficient at. He almost skipped the few yards that separated him 
from the ponderous vehicle and opened the front door. He 
relaxed in the plush seat. 

“Pretty fancy little bugg: 

“Yes, it isan amazing ca 
y stepped on the gas and Michael was riding down 
this street, where he lived, in a car, for the first time. The ride 
was greatly uplifting for him. He was quite sorry when it 
ended. It was not only a pleasant diversion in itself, but it 
defined the time which was left before he had to face this 
sculpture business, which kept vaguely nagging him, all the 
while. 

Casey honked the horn. A great garage door opened and 
they drove into the building. 

Michael followed Casey to an elevator and a 4d weye: 
on the third floor, waiting outside Rothstein's office. .e thitet 
floor was a darkish, dirty, warehouse-like space, filled with 
endless crates and boxes. The exception was the polished wood 
door that bore the name of the proprietor, Rothstein. Michael 
assumed that they were waiting to enter the office, but instead, 
a short, plump, bald-headed man in a very expensive-looking, 
ill-fitting suit came out from behind the door. This was Roth- 
stein. 
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“So, vee got here deh scoolpteh. No Casey?” 
“Right you are, Mr. R. My pleasure to present Michael 
Doe.” 

“A pleasure no end, Meester Doe.” Rothstein offered his 
hand. Michael shook it weakly. 

“Well, I’m not exactly a sculptor, sir . . 
an explanation. 

Rothstein looked at him. “Vut are you talking here? Casey 
I told you just like dat: a scoolpteh. I'm looking for a scoolp- 
teh. Vut are you bringing me?” 

“Oh, he’s just a bit modest, Michael here. That’s all. Ain’t 
itso, Mike?” 

“Vel, meester, vut’s deh story? You is or you ain't?” 

There seemed but a single answer that would satisy the 
circumstances that prevailed, if not Michael's own, though 
at the moment, seemingly picayune, aesthetic. 

“What I meant was that I haven’t done mugh work lately.” 

“Vut’s a matter? You got a sloomp, maybe, in the scoolpt- 
chah line? So now you'll voik again, Meester Doe.” 

“Please call me Michael. Doe is not my real name. Just, 
well a professional name.” 

“Tl call you Moishe Kapoiya. Vat's da difference? Just 
make mine scoolptchah.” 

Michael only half understood this, but was by now follow- 
ing the anxious Rothstein and the relieved Casey across great 
industrial space. They came to a massive vault, which stood 
room-size in the middle of the floor. 

Rothstein kneeled, set his hand on the dial, and said quite 
calmly, “Gentlemen, you vould kindly look dee other way?” 

The door was opened and Rothstein invited them to follow 
him in. Before him, Michael beheld a pillar of hashish; a vast 
rectangular prism of the black-brown contraband standing, 
approximately, six feet high and, perhaps, half as wide and 
deep. 

“Vut we got here Michael, is four, five hundred pounds of 
hash-sheesh. As you may know, a considerable amount. Vut 
I got in mind is dis: For toity years, mine partner vus a man 
goes by deh name Gelban. Recently, I bought him out and 
now dis whole business here is mine. Gelban, you see, vus a 
hard voiker and a shrewd cookie, but most of all dis guy loved 
to smoke, I never seen a man — remember I'm toity years in 
dis business — who could smoke like Gelban. Now he's retired 
in Israel and I vant to send him a leetle token of mine esteem. 
I vant you should make me a statue of Gelban from dis stuff 
here,” he concluded, pointing at the solid block. 


-” Michael began 





Before him, Michael beheld a pillar of hashish. 


Michael possessed no articulate reaction. 

“I'm paying eight tousand dollehs, cash. Plus, you can 
have all de left ovehs.”” 

“But how do you expect me to do a likeness of the man, 
if he’s in Israel?” 

“Don’t vorry. I got plenty pictures of Gelban and I could 
tell you for a fact, he’s five feet and six inches tall. Besides, 
it don’t got to be exact. If I know Gelban, he'll smoke deh 
whole statue in a coupla months.” Rothstein did not laugh. 

The first reaction that tempted Michael was to stall for 
time; to ask Rothstein for a day to think things over. Getting 
back to work, at all, was a challenge enough. But this . . . He 
had never even worked in the medium before. Yet another 
impluse finally held sway. Here was an opportunity to do 
something and to even make money. There had been too much 
of nothing for far too long. 


“When would you want this finished?” 

“Vell, let me see. Gelban’s boiday is two months from to- 
morrow. You got six weeks. Den it’s all settled. You could 
voik right here in deh vault.” 

That night Michael studied the photos of Gelban. He was 
slight of build, but, like Rothstein, short and bald. He reached 
a fundamental decision. He would work as rapidly and effici- 
ently as possible and create a reasonable likeness which would 
satisfy Rothstein, whom he considered an obvious philistine 
that could be easily satisfied with a “‘professional” rendering. 





The two men began to undress .. . Michael stared at the firearm 


or the next three days, Michael rose early 
in the morning, took the bus downtown, 
worked, and returned home in the late eve- 
ning, each day. Each morning, when he 
arrived at work, Glick, a towering hulk of 
a man, whose hand-painted ties fascinated 
Michael, would meet him, open the vault, 
and sit there, watching him work, until he 
went home. 

On the fourth day, Rothstein, whom he 
had not seen since their initial meeting, entered the vault. 
Michael gathered his sketches, turned them over, and threw 
a canvas over the work. 

“Please, Mr. Rothstein,” he said coldly. “I must insist that 
no one see the work until it is prepared. In fact, I would prefer 
to work alone, completely.” This was an obvious reference to 
Glick. 

“J just vished to check on deh progress. Awright. I won't 
bodder you again, Michael. But Gleek must stay.” 

“T have nothing to report, anyway, Mr. Rothstein. I'm 
still in the process, of making sketches and I've just begun to 
cut away some the excess material. By the way, I think it 
might be a good idea to have a bed brought in here, so I could 
work more at my own convenience; if that’s all right with you.” 

“Coitainly.” Rothstein was pleased. “Such a voiker you 
are. I'll get you a bed, right avay. A bed. You're all right, kid.” 

Not an hour later, not one cot, but two were brought into 
the vault, which was now becoming a bit crowded, though 
sufficient working space did remain. Michael labored through 
the night, until, at last, his final sketches were completed. He 
decided to call it a day. 

An awkward situation now ensued. The presence of the 
second bed could mean only one thing. Yet, often times, a 
man’s wishful thought leads him to attempt to make believe 
that what he hopes for is actually the way things are. 

“Well Glick, I’m all through for the day. I guess you can 
go home now, unless you'd like another cup of coffee or a 
donut.” 

Now up to this point, very few words had passed between 
these two men. Michael was completely absorbed in his work, 
while Glick seemed, to understate the case, a non-verbal fel- 
low. However, Glick made his position clear in no uncertain 
terms. 

“I stay here nights too, from now on.” 

The two men began to undress, and, taking off his suit 
jacket, Glick revealed a shoulder holster, stuffed with a black 
gun. Michael stared at the fire-arm and Glick noticed this. 

“This stuff is very expensive. We got to have protection,” 
he assured. 








While this remark did anything but reassure the tired 
sculptor, it did serve as an encouraging contact with Glick, 
who revealed a certain note of genuine concern in his voice. 

“Good night Glick,” said Michael. 

“Night,” his protector replied. 

The days and weeks that followed were filled with labor 
for Michael. He saw no one, save Glick. He had two, some- 
times three mondel breads a day, with as many quarts of milk. 
He ate cottage cheese and drank coffee. He tended to his needs 
ina portable latrine he had requested, and promptly received. 
He slept few hours. He knew little about time. 

Rothstein, true to his word, made no further visits to the 
vault-studio, 

Approximately five weeks after taking on the assignment, 
Michael turned to Glick and said, “It’s finished.” 

Glick, whose expression ranged most often from the taci- 
turn to the disinterested, suddenly showed a bright intensity 
in his eyes. He stared at the life-size likes and began to 
shake his head to and fro, Michael, though astounded, shared 
in the poignant nature of the moment. 

“Amazing,” his voice was cracking. “Gelban. You have 
captured Gelban, The eyes. The nose. The posture. Even the 
suit. The tie. These are Gelban’s clothes. The wrinkles in the 
pants. The pimple on the forehead. Gelban. This is Gelban.” 

He rose from his chair and drew slowly closer to the like- 
ness. He gaped at it, as if to marvel, still shaking his head. 

“Michael, you are a genius,” he said. He embraced the 
young artist. 

“T am so pleased that you feel this way, Glick. I had no 
idea, Shall we call Rothstein?” 

“No. Please. Not yet. Just a few more minutes. You don’t 
see work like this today. Giacommetti, Moore, Calder — what 
do these peasants know? They are children playing in a sand- 
box. Rodin! Michaelangelo! these were artists. Ah, but give 
me the Greeks. Those unknown geniuses. Those anonymous 
servants of the Muse.” 

Glick went on for fully fifteen minutes, discussing the di- 
lemmas of modern sculpture and art in general, and the sad 
passing of classical technique. Michael, meanwhile, carefully 
regarded his own creation, while keeping a constant ear to 
Glick, 








“I'll deliveh de statue in poissen.” 


“What does he plan to do with it?” Glick asked, tapping 
his fingers on the wall. 

“Who?” 

“Rothstein, What will he do with it?” 

“Didn’t you know? He's sending it to Gelban, for his 
birthday.” 

“Gelhan? Sending it to Gelban? The bastard. Gelban. 
Gelban will smoke it. You never saw a man who smoked like 
Gelban . . .” 

“I know about Gelban,” Michael interjected. 

Amid a moment of contemplative tension, the sound of 
tumblers became audible and the two men realized that 
Rothstein had picked this inopportune time to break his 
promise. 


The door came open. Rothstein, indeed, entered. 

“So. How's it going dere, meesteh eegeh beeveh scoolpteh?” 
He took note of the statue. ““Feeneeshed. It looks feeneeshed. 
Good voik, mine boy. Is it feeneeshed?” 

Michael nodded affirmatively. 

“T’m calling dee airport right dis minute and gedding deh 
plane ready for tomorrow. I'll take a coupla veeks in Tel Aviv 
mine self, and den deliveh deh statue in poissen. Michael, 
come in mine office, and I'll give you deh cash.” 

Forgetting Glick, the two men walked off toward Roth- 
stein’s office. Behind them, though, the door to the vault 
slammed shut. Glick sat and contemplated the rendering. 
ow often times — I dare say most all of the 
time — we depend on certain kinds of peo- 
ple to remain true to certain styles of living. 
The factory worker might be expected to 
drink beer, The boss—champagne. An 
engineer enjoys architecture. A scholar 
loves his books. Yet, of course, we know 
that many circumstances rule the tastes 
and decisions of men and women. 

Glick was, in many ways, a hard man, 
who could recount, at forty-six years of age, a difficult life 
which involved much of what makes men cry in disgust over 
the state of society. He was a man of great violence and bitter- 
ness on the one hand, though a great appreciator of truth, 
all the while. 

Rothstein, meanwhile, was handing Michael a black at- 
taché case, containing eight thousand dollars in bills of small 
and medium denominations. 

“So, you gonna rap up the left-oveh stuff and take it home, 
kid?” asked Rothstein. 
jh, I'll take a chunk. But why don’t you give the rest 
to Glick. He put in some long hours, you know . . . that is, 
if he’s interested.” 

“So, you're a big tippeh too, huh?” Rothstein laughed. 
“He smokes a little. Nothing like Gelban, though. Boy, that 
Gelban is some smokeh.” 

Rothstein and Michael returned to the vault with two 
workmen, who were to install the statue in a specially padded, 
fire-proof crate, which Rothstein had obtained, just for this 
pur} 








‘pose. 
Rothstein kneeled, Michael and the workmen turned 
away, and the enterpreneur opened the vault. 

“Vell Glick,” the boss said, “you done a good job and you 
go see dee accountant right avay. And Michael here is givin’ 
you deh rest of deh shit fir a tip. O.K. boys,” he motioned to 
the workmen. 

Glick drew his gun. 

“Nobody touches the statue unless I say so.” 

“Vut are you talking crazy? Glick, vut's deh matteh wid 
you?” Rothstein was dumbfounded. 

“Now listen good, both of you,” he said waving his gun at 
the two workmen. “You're going to put this piece in the crate 
and bring it down to my car and tie it into the trunk, Roth- 
stein, I got this gun aimed right at your stinking heart, so 
there better not be any slip-ups. Michael, I’m sorry. But you 
must understand. Great art is not a narcotic. It is meant to 
stimulate life, not supress it.” 

The two men began to pick up the statue, but, underesti- 
mating its weight, one of them lost his grip and the statue 
seemed suspended for a split second, about to fall, when Glick 
leaped forward and held up the slipping end, and in doing so, 
dropped his pistol. The statue once more secure, he dove for 
his gun, but meanwhile Rothstein had drawn his own revolver. 


He fired it into Glick’s chest, ing him instantly. 


Michael, horrified and sickened, trembled with great fear. 
“Such an unfortunate incident,” Rothstein sighed calmly. 
“Deh man musta fall off his trolley.” 


Michael walked all the way home, mindlessly carrying his 
little suitcase full of money at his side. He got home, stripped, 
turned off the light, got under the covers and counted names 
of famous sculptors in alphabetical order, until he fell asleep. 
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THE Test 1S MAY /sT/ 




















Just what do people crave to see? 

I wonder where they find their tun; 
The Major Mott on TV. 

is “Cornball Asshole with his Gun.” 


‘We need a gimmick that has class, 
“Cause half these jerks are College Grads, 
So, innovate! But watch your ass... 

Don't underestimate the Fads. 






They gaze at what we serve ‘em y 
Like cats eyeball a seafood tn 
You're a Champ. my little pup, 
Tf you can get ‘em to yell — More! 
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What's mediocre will die Fast, 
? On bath T.V, and Silver Screen. <4) 
spired Work like Faust’ will last 
‘or Generations yet unseen / 


VERIFCATION! x io 
. 
RIGHT / We WiLL f 
STIL Love ,, => 
Se rs 


For God's sake, Man! Don't sicken me/ 
Til_ never satisfy their taste,  <ff 
Which gobbles up the worst debris. } 
‘To squander talent is a waste// A 





“Ho-Hum! About this kind of shit, The folks work hard;don't let ‘em down. Not only that, but also this: 
It's only Critics who have Fights. Remember, Tragedy is dead! You've gotta serve Variety. 
Those lames could never wnte a Hit, Unless you come on like a Clown, } |With lots of stuf just can't miss 
Or see their nam Your message goes right thru the . Alll segments it Geet ; 
gy SAN : g 















But I'm an Artist, not a Cook, 
So screw the Public Appetite / 
A  Smorgasbord is not a book; 
Nor is my Soul a tasty bite. 







Nor can you split like this, Van Pro! 
Your signature that's on this check 


So where's that Comic Strip, by heck 





Implies you spent the Fronted Dough! 






re 















[To hear you talk aboot your Art, 
It sounds like you draw for the Gods. 
| hate to break your little heart: 

Humanity is mostly Clods, 


Some tum to you for Escape Plans: 
They think you've charted Inner Zones. 


But if you want some zealous fans, 
Then tintillate their funny bones. ) 









zea 
gat eu 





















Obseive the rainbows hues and know 

The Readers’ spectrum is the same: 
Present a multi-colored show, <q 

Unless you can't use Wealth and Fame. 


{Sis 


























Td sooner pull my wisdom tooth, 
‘Then whore myself as you suggest / 
My Inner Vision is my Truth, 

My Heart won't bark at your request. 


Gj. 


Arts a mirror, Life's a boot, 
Experience, the polish. 

If 1 sold out just for the loot, 

Know what I demolish? 











® HE'S Ox.— BUT 
STILL A BIT UNDER 
THE ETHER... 

Z Humor HIM.) oy 


AZ Biime J 















That monument to Therapy; 
Each brick,a strip ~ My gift to Men! 
And though they would belittle me, 

T prod their Spirits with my, pen. 








35 








Cartoonist, since you speak of bricks, 
Here's a fresh one for your head: 
If your critters, drawn Tike sticks, 
Ain't got no Drama, they are dead. At 


















So chase those brainstorms with your pen 
As if you wanted to get laid. 
If strong desire moves you, then 


h 
You'll hl the readers of /NRCAOL 


a 
















S> I sat on peaks you'll never reach 





Don't forget that way back then, 
Your brain was not completely grown, 
So if you want gour youth again 
Your current 1.Q, must come down. }/} 
— A 


D HAM; 
AGAINST THAT PICTURE ¢ 
WINDOW, BKK. IN G2. 








This _COufDN WORT 
5 MINUTES-A-DAY IN HELL. 


our dull, aesthetic speech? ) 


en T was younger, wiser too, . 


“\ By cutting Life & Art in two! 2 





















Sheer Nonsense will dwarf Common Sense , 

Jost like the Giant tops the Elf, 
Tf there is tao much difference 

Between the Strip and Life Itself. 











Footloose and free I sowed my oats 
With Demon Music in my ears, 
But now 1 strain to hear those notes 
Since Age's Static interferes. 











"You can't quote,‘go home again.” 
Nor can you reap if you don’t sow, 

“Through years of work,and only then, 

Py You might tum ovt tobe a Pro, 











Now get to work on these cartoons! | 


‘The proof is in the pudding, boys, 
Tt escapes your hot-air rf 
So dip your pens and can the noise , 














omy 





Arcade Ar 





2¢ WL itit-An Atist Whe Senses Sairtt Of The Day 





W. E. Hill ( 





for the Sunday New York 


a career which spanned four decades, he recorded the 





cheries of people in the thro 











grace and subtlety of his drawings to carry the thoug 
amount of space to the foibles of blasé society ty 

on her day off or the elevator boy caugh g between 
“. .. universal, because you think his pictures look like Ed¢ 








don’t; they look 
everybody knows.” 





of everyday life. 





e you, or, if you prefer, like me 


His 











e Was equall 





He is pop 








chives | LLELE SALE CLLIES 









Lobby of neighborhood picture palace on 
Bank Night, Complains Mr. Fred Woll to 
Mr. Bert Timmons, “I and the wife have 
attended weekly since August, and our 
name hasn't been called yet. I tell Alma we 
might better have gone to the Lyric where 
they give away china, We'd have a set of 
dinner dishes by now! 





‘The Art Theater. Not 
very successful. Mostly 
foreign stuff—this one, 
@ Russian classic done 
in French. Critics go 
wild over it, calling it an f 
epic. Patrons wish they 
were at a good G-Man 
tlm, 


ture houses are 
ander than 


Bothers Th 


grandest, Ia 


Z belled “Cine. 


ma," has 
“lounge” and a 
lovely attend- 
ant waiting to 


H hand out free 
@ coffee and clr- 


culars telling 
all about com- 
ing attractions. 


“The feature is “Two Evenings 
of Kisses’ with Esme Pratt, and 
the last showing is 9:55. Yes, it’s 
a marvelous film.” "(Lady at 
ticket window of neighborhood 
movie theater answering phone 
Inquiry. From some one who 
can’t decide whether to step out 
or stay home with the radio.) 


“Is it so hard to trust me, Raymond? Can you 
not realize that a woman's pride can never be 
bought with gold?” The big success reaches the 
neighborhood houses. Film based on early days 
in San Francisco, Chicago or Grand Forks— 
hearts of gold ‘neath tough exteriors, 
(Terrible congestion in the aisles—some coming #7 
and some going and some changing seats.) 









The newsree! his- 
ser. Hisses Hitler, 
Mussolini, Hoover 
lor Roosevelt on 


Yoccasion. Depends 








Saturday matinee, showing careful grandma who thought 
she was taking the children to see Shirley Temple. One day 


la 


so had to sit through a gangster film with machine 


guns and killings called, “Ill Cut Your Heart Out, Baby.’ 


Children loved it. 





won't let me 
take her in, 
she's just as 
good as 
gold!” 
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TELEVISION’ ROUND THE CORNER 





cast with tele- 
vision added will be 
scarier than ever when 


os _/ the foreground a suburban husband ‘5 Popular news comimen- 
: >— "Honey, I'm staying in town tonight on ac- \. tator, with the perfect 
or ——count of the accumulation of work at the of voice but not such a per- 
U7 = ~ fice.” “But Honey will know better when she fect face, being prettied 
r/Y tums on her image attachment and sees hus-'{ up by the makeup man 


~~ band toasting the chorus babies from a ringside for a television broad- 











Bisays she's from Brooklyn—loud cheers—oc- 
‘cupation, receptionist) explain that she knows! 
but she can't think of the name 


\ 
With television in the offing, 
something will have to be 
done to dress up those politi- 
cal speeches, and this is our 
idea about what to do. 





“From that day we have 
Inever been without Lionheart 


hour will have to be a real 
we could hardly drag our- ntami actor. Facial expression and 
selves around the house— Ee gestures and everything.) 















































{ AH! THIS IS BETTER... 
LOOK! REFUGEES! 





THIS SHOULD END WAR OVER, MISTA 
THE CONFUSION! } s| SHAW. YOU GO SPLUT.SPLUT! THIS 
aah THR \BULANCE!) |" ORPHANAGE NOW JP IS OUTRAGEOUS! ILL 
\ iy r. SENI r WRITE MY CONGRESSMAN! 
SS : 0 = ILL REPORT YOUTO 
STANDARD OIL! 





Always in the "Avant-Garb" of Fashion Glamour, Sir Plus’now offers Sex-tra Special 
"Earthy" clothes with you and your oldman in mind! Don't 'Ms. out on these sexy | 
(yet divine prole-chic) wardrobe items —just right for cutting thru that weedy 
haze hovering around your poor mate's pate..! Render his Bonzo into @ Gonzo! 
Don't be drab—be Fab! If you dare! 










STILETTO 
HIKING BOOTS ! 


HAND-CRAF TED LEATHER 
Lr SURE-FIRE ZIN 


GARTER BEI 
IT’S THE NATURAL OO-LA-LA 
THIS SET? 


xy 












YOUR SKIRT OR. 
A MOUNTAIN! 


O#4-1973 
©# |-5440 








8” PLATFORM 
EARTH SHOES! 
THOSE F 





SIR PLUS SAYS: 
B "Say! And how about our 

Special BACK-PACK Sampler 
Full of LATEX NOVELTIES” 









SHEER TORTURE 
IS WHAT YOU'LL BE WITH 





PEEKABOO WORKSHIRT! CROTCHLESS COVERALLS! 
HE’LL GET HOT UNDER WHETHER ON-CAMPUS OR 
Hi BLUE-COLLAR WHEN WORKING IN YOUR WIN 
‘YOU RANK HIS FILE WITH GARDEN—YOU'RE ALWAYS 
THIS POPULAR POP-TOP! READY FOR A QUICKIE! 
Bri-2020 @#3-1776 














A ONE DAY A LITTLE Guy LOSKED AT AND THEN THE NEXT DAY WHEN SHE WAS 
) GUNCH AND EXCLAIMED: CROSSING THE STREET A YOUNGMAN SAID: 
2 WA xg ~) 3 


FY Gop 
Uike'a Race 





THEN WER BOYFRIEND LAUGHED AND TOLD 50 BUNCH AND HER FRIEND Ti 


HIS BUDDY IN THE SUPERMARKET: Wouse, BUT A BUM YELLED OUT 
! pam meets n (77 wad a 
RAY DONGHA BEND 
. ER OVER AND ORWE 
WHAT 00 you - ai eR nome * 
EAT To Ger - a 
THOSE THIGHS 


RM ress, y 
——— 
‘ fow x was syst 
“| \ Seer 
folk YOU WERE BORN 
K, IKE THAT OR Nor 




















G at / YA KNow, Bagy, IN THE PAST FORTY YEARS 1 y LIVE For S 
KR LD AND ALL TIE WM BACK Down Acan?? f TME PRETTY THINGS 
ROSE 7} (hoo 
co ‘ 


(Lets Face rr, FoLKs, EVERY BoDy 
WANTS To GET So FAR OUT THEY 
NEVER COME BACK, Bur WHO CAN 
AFFORD IT? MosT OF US HAVE To 

BE CONTENT WITH JUST NURSING IT/ 















BUT WHEN You've BEEN PLAYIN’ 4O years 


—SHIT/: ey" Zi Sarr! x Wore THE 
EAVE ME WITH A 
M 


J 41 








RGrifsith Owen. 


eS 


Sra, ger WELL, LOWE, WE'VE 
ove HAD Quite A evel VIEWING 
& TODAY-- WE Savy 
MANY INTERESTING THINGS - 
Ut THERE'S ALWAYS TUNE 
PEEP Y 


\T DAY'S: 
END 2? | THIN We've 
& TH" 2 


4 OURSELVES TO A LITTLE B6D- 
ROOM SNOOPING A 
ARNED +" HOWOR 
¥ é 








WreiacG 
WiGiratt 


iiac. 













POSTCARDS 1223 =, 





"ARCADE w No, i 
IF YOUR LOCAL NEWSSTAND 
DOESN'T CARRY 
ARCADE, PESTER ‘EM /! Feuircrare /WHILE 
$1.25 +.25  suirine LABELS aes 

















POSTERS /, 52, 















GAGS, SORES, HOZMIC TRIZTHS 


PRINT MINT, Inc. 
830 Folger Ave., 
Berkeley, Calif. 94710 





SEND FOR OUR GREAT NEW PRINT MINT 
CATALOG // FREE Mf (+25 POSTAGE) ACOMPLETE 
COMPENDIUM OF COMIX, T-SHIRTS, ART PRINTS & WEIRD STUFF 











T-SHIRTS from VAARKAART 


ME. the TOAD @ SPECIFY size 
(TL ZIPPY the PINHEAR Py rees 
AAGDVARIE ace" 


OUALISQUE 


The APEX TREASURY jam ; 
of UNDERGROUND COMICS ; ADVERTISE in 


von pennies sconce: AE ARCADE 


= The BEST of CRUME SHELTON, / FOR INFORMATION ON 
$PIEGELMAN, GREEN, MucPAy |! ps FULL 0R HALF-PAGE . 
SPAIN, FLENNIKEN LONDON, 8 
as DISPLAY ADS EBGy ITA 


LYNCH, DEITCH GRIFF. 192° pe6 PRINT MINT 


bes = ConTacr: 
eite 434 PALNOT SEEM Ae 94ND one ake iN ARCADE ob EN 




















SEND For CATA 
WE PAY FOSTAGE i! 


Ware To: 
ygeanaaat ser co 
Yore mnoger st iu 


PAUL MRRSSNER (SEE GE 298 ro a\ THEY G LUST 
ANDZEN BASTARD Or THE ce YOUN us 
($322, \ READER 


SKE, 60" 
MULES Dav, BREMEN AND ALL YER 


; WHOLE GRAINS 
dl Book OF QUOTATIONS 

By hat GPECEEMAN MAD 800 SCHNEIER 

Bae Rm IOrE TIS 75t POSTE HANDLING TO 


THE FIRST THREE ISSUES 
OF THE BEST-SELLING COMIC, 
ee nd VoLume!? 






a Bier gers r3 sneney 


EN 
{ie REALIST, NAINPO-BOX 4027 S0N ey) 
FRANCISCO.CALIE. 94101. is penne gs £2004 34 343) 












=/0AY AT THE CIRCUITS: 


Ly Ae 

1 ONLY DRINK To KEEP FROM oy Da erp seet seus 
GETTING SO DAMN DEPRESSED! BIROVING MV LIVER = 
ALAN MiTHINGS AINT $0 ann! tL D 





L ONLY DRINK TO KEEP FROM, 4 
GETTING SO DAMN DEPRESSED!, 
Oe INT TALK Sie 


AH- IT’S A_ DUMP! mv 


Sey WELL, WHY 
ey DONCHA 


= eS 
Ns A ee 
»: Gr TN 


Sa D, 
af THERES A SWELL JOINT 4 is WELL, HAVE A SEAT. 
RIGHT DOWNTHE STREET! Z KNOW THE. BARTENDER AT 
y pad (7) THIS PLACE PERSONALLY! 
a, Wh y, DO YOU LIKE IT? 
Y 


Oot Spiegelman—> 1075 


